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I want to make quite sure it's already reached that person,
and been read. You won't give your name, of course.
Will you do this for me ? "
The eyes of the young man Butterfield again glowed :
" Yes, sir.    I owe you a great deal, sir."
Soames averted his eyes ; he disliked all expression of
gratitude.
" Here's the list of names, then, with their addresses.
I've underlined the one you call on. I'll write you a
cheque to go on with; and you can let me know later if
there's anything more to pay."
He sat down, while the young man Butterfield scrutinised
the list.
" I see it's a lady, sir, that I'm to call on."
" Yes ;  does that make any difference to you ? "
" Not at all, sir. Advanced literature is written for
ladies nowadays."
" H'm ! " said Soames.    " I hope you're doing well ? "
" Splendidly, sir. I was very sorry that Mr. Mont left
us ; we've been doing better ever since."
Soames lifted an eyebrow. The statement confirmed
many an old suspicion. When the young man had gone,
he took up " Canthar." Was he capable of writing an
attack on it in the Press, over the signature fi Pater-
familias ? ' He was not. The job required some one
used to that sort of thing. Besides, a real signature
would be needed to draw fire. It would not do to ask
Michael to suggest one ; but Old Mont might know some
fogey at the ' Parthenasum' who carried metal. Sending
for a bit of brown paper, he disguised the cover with
it, put the volume in his overcoat pocket, and set out for
6 Snooks.'
He found Sir Lawrence about to lunch, and they sat
down together. Making sure that the waiter was not

